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towards the village of Mamaroneck, close at hand; an-
other road made a wide circuit around the hill to the
southward, and came out on the highway at "the white
gate," through which one passed towards my Grand-
father's farm on "the Neck" and the village of New-
Rochelle.
I was well acquainted with "the red gate" and "the
white gate," as I often had the pleasure of opening them
for my Grandfather, when driving in the gig with him.
The only flowering shrubs I can remember were lilacs
and syringas, near the house. The barns, a large cluster
of them, stood at some distance from the house to the
right, and in the rear. The garden lay also in the rear,
at some little distance; I fancy it must have been a fine
garden, well cared for, with a great variety of fruit and
vegetables. Beyond the garden rose another low hill; on
climbing it one came to the cider-mill and the peach-
orchard^ a very large orchard filled entirely with peaches,
which sometimes covered the ground about the trees, and
were fed to the hogs! Pork which had partaken amply of
peaches was considered very delicate. Then again there
were apple-orchards, very extensive, with the finest kinds
of fruit. And beyond all these orchards there rose a
beautiful wood, the remains of the ancient forest; within
its shade there was an open enclosure, the family burying-
ground, surrounded by a low stone wall; I have often
been there. At that time there were but few graves. One
was that of my Grandfather's sister, Miss Susan De
Lancey, who had died not long before our visit to Heath-
cote Hill; my Mother had been a great favorite with her.
She was said to have been very clever, and very good;
rather undersized, and some years older than my Grand-
father, who was indeed the twentieth child! Many of his

